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Windrows
J.C. Smith

	 It was ten o’clock in the morning and already it felt like it was a 
hundred degrees.  Mason knew he should’ve started two hours earlier than 
he did.  The neat piles of alfalfa were already starting to dry out, and soon 
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	 He turned his head back and angled it down to listen carefully to 
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	 “Thanks for the help, Mary.  I meant to have all this done before 
you guys got here,” Colleen said while halving the last tomato.  
	 “Don’t even mention it.  It’s the least I can do.  You learn to be 
pretty quick with a knife when you got hungry kids waiting at the table.”
Mason stepped in between the women and grabbed a platter from the cabi-
net next to the stove.  
	 “I wish you would’ve told me you were going to get so dressed up, 
Colleen, I feel like slob over here in my jeans,” Mary said.  
	 ñMaľWeôľ
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		  *	 *	 *	 *	 *

	 The note on the table was written in manuscript, which seemed odd 
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weather band radio sounded.  It was the same howl he dreaded hearing as 
a kid.  Mason shook his head slightly and took a deep breath to pace his 
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Aaron Murphy
Carrie Cook 

A few hours before Aaron Murphy ýnally escaped the war
on the barrel of a Colt 45, a girl, drunk on youthful idealism
and vodka, forced her ýnger, loose and lazy, into his chest.
He could feel the point of it under his shirt, above his heart.
“Did you mutilate the faceless enemy?” she slurred, and he laughed
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Headlines from Earth
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on clipped wings;  Mars-boundð
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Hypertext: On Researching Walt Whitman 
�rough the Likes of Wikipedia
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Variations on a Line by �oreau
John Quinn

All our winged thoughts are turned to poultry.
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�e Book of Superman
Carrie Cook

1 In the beginning, there was Krypton.
And Krypton was annihilated, exterminated,
and from the ashes of Krypton issued forth a savior,
a babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
lying in a spaceship.

2 Long did Superman care for Metropolis,
magnanimously outstretching his arms of steel,
halting meteors with a word, a look,
a contemptuous palm. And Superman did look
at the city around him, and He said it was good.

3 He said unto Lois Lane, ñI am Clark; I am meek
and lowly in heart.”

4 Doomsday and Superman did battle
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and wire, we would go stand with our dad in his shop. David and I would 
drink strawberry sodas and Dad would open a Coors—all kept in the shop 
mini-fridge reserved for beverages our mother forbade in the house. While 
we drank, our dad would subtly teach us skills necessary to build the hutch, 
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closed my eyes and prepared for what came next.
	 “Is there a problem here?” The voice, accompanied by the crunch 
of gravel, stopped the ýst, still high in the air. I opened my eyes just in time 
to see the monster lower it slightly, but it still pulsed with rage. A man with 
the golden badge and a utility belt stood calmly by my side and evaluated 
Liz. “Is he bothering you?” 
	 I wanted to scream, “Yes!” as loud as I could. I wanted to tell this 
man, who could easily send this freak away in handcuffs, that he hurt Liz. 
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Lemons
Andrew Bales

	 Amanda hiccups from the doorway. This is the fourth time she’s 
hiccupped today, the twenty-sixth time this week. I reach for the desk 
drawer, and from the corner of my vision, I see her red wooden clogs shift-
ing on the carpet. They make a warm sound, like wood shaped by ýne-grain 
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with his sons to haul the back section of his old executive’s desk into my of-
ýce. As we turned the corner, the boysô knees wobbled and Top Boss looked 
down upon the scene like a camp leader, instructing, “Easy with that, boys. 
Watch the corners.” 
	 Just the three of us work under Top Boss, who we could call Boss 
(there’s no middle or low boss), but don’t. We work insurance. Amanda 
receives calls and I move paper. We’re unsure what Pop does, but it must 
be something important because a business couldnôt stay aþoat on our 
contributions alone. I spend much of my time watching Amanda. I sit in 
an uncomfortable chair that coaxes me into delusions of doctorsô ofýces. I 
imagine I’ve been handed my number and shown to my seat in the corner 
of the waiting room. For long stretches I live in this corner, skimming Time 
and US Weekly, reading about unremarkable medical advancements and ce-
lebrity nip slips. Only aware of dry mouth and strong thirst, I thumb through 
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rounded voice, and body odor described as musky. I often imagine that if I 
had been born in Europe I wouldn’t have anything to worry about, women-
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were a devout Christian as her accessories lead me to believe. If things go 
sour, a woman in fear of her creator stays in an unharmonious marriage 
twice as long at minimum. I feel a near contentment sitting across from 
an almost assured traditionalist. She is nearly smiling and sits politely in 
a button-up blouse tucked into a skirt with sharp creases, like it has been 
waiting in a drawer for an occasion. I þutter for a moment in the idea that I 
constitute an occasion.
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across the patio. They roll toward the shouts of the kitchen, spread thin as 
they bounce and þirt with the rain, many hopping into wide cracks between 
the planks before ýnally settling. The patio all around us glows like an over-
cast sky dotted neon yellow. Amanda stares wide-mouthed and eyed as the 
candy becomes yellow puddles with artiýcial dye. 
	 I try to imagine what could have led to this. How could this bulk 
of candy even ýt in a purse and how could she carry it without the sound of 
rustling candy, without slouching to one side to compensate for the load? 
Any company that manufactured such a bag couldn’t help being featured 
somewhere. Where had I been? 
	 I realize that I, too, have a gaping mouth. I sit with Amanda in this 
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Icy Leaf
Paula Ebert
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�rough the Lens of a Face Shield
Emily Schomaker
	
	 The early morning wind swept under my helmet as I approached 
seventy miles per hour and within minutes the lower half of my face was 
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I had to admit P.J. could be intimidating, especially in leather from head 
to toe. The only way he could have looked scarier was if he was at a “dim 
lit” bar, characteristic of cliché motorcyclist images. He could have easily 
passed as a member of a bike gang by the way he acted and was dressed. 
Instead, he was a lighthearted jokester playing off his image, conscious of 
the preconceptions many people had. I felt glad to be on the same side as 
that ornery big kid. After all, Justin was initially pretty scared.  
	 I walked up to the Ranger for a quick chat. Luckily, the guns were 





66

made it to the ýrst stop. Outside, I met a very interesting young man.
	 “How’s it going?” the college student asked.
	 “Oh, not bad. It’s warming up now. It was pretty brisk at nine this 
morning.”
	 “I bet. You in college?” he questioned as he stroked his red, un-
tamed beard. His styled hair and name-brand clothing made his beard look 
like an intentional effort to look rough. 
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Third Gear
	 It was evident we made it across the state line without the over-
sized “Welcome to Oklahoma” signs. The ride immediately became rough 
when we drove over the many buckles in the road. My grandpa’s new 
Yamaha handled the road as if it were no feat. My rugged bike bounced me 
off my seat a couple times, though. There was no way I would have had a 
healthy back without the shocks that were just recently added to my bike. 
	 The Oklahoma curves were a refreshing change of pace to Kansas’ 
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	 I followed our group inside to have my paper signed again. We 
decided to take a tour while we were there and saw quite amazing histori-
cal artifacts. One of Evel Knievel’s original helmets was on display, all 
scratched and tattered from one of his many crashes. The museum was ýlled 
with bikes from all over the world from all different time eras. There were 
bikes suspended from the ceiling. There were bikes on the þoor. There were 
bikes lifted on displays. There were bikes refurbished to the original. There 
were bikes left rusted. 
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70 �rough the Lens of a Face Shield Emily Schomaker

Fourth Gear
	 County roads full of manure and potholes led us to Big Brutus 
outside of West Mineral, Kansas. The retired giant topped the scales, being 
eleven million pounds and sixteen stories high. It overlooked the country 
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�e Massacre at No Gun Ri
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were people.  People from the other side. I reached for my M3 and stood up. 
This would be the moment to prove my worth. They ran towards us, fear-
less. I couldn’t tell how many there were. There could be hundreds of them 
coming over that hill.
	 I looked back to see the rest of the men preparing their weapons. 
Apparently they paid more attention than I thought. I couldn’t let them take 
credit for this. This might be my ýnest hour, and I would have to act fast to 
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76 Recalling St. Joseph Catholic Church  Andrew West

Recalling St. Joseph Catholic Church
Andrew West

forgive me, for the hail
for the hour

of a: come to
we for

the sin
of thou

mary last
of graces

forgive me, for the will
for the womb

of a: pray for
our for

the fruit
of thee
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of a: give to
us for

the evil
of thy

jesus hallowed
of trespass

Lucy tempts: art
of, deliverance

leads: not to,
Charlie as it is
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In and Out: Numbness in the Back Row
Matt Felzke

	 As I stepped out of my ragged Honda on the dark brick street in 
Kirksville, I felt miles away.  No, I didn’t feel any distance shorter than out 
of my own person.  It was a Sunday in mid-October, and I was dressed up 
for a church service on the corner of Harrison and Mulanix.  In the air, the 
ýrst hint of an autumn scent took hold of me, and it was the ýrst time I was 
going to a church service for myself since I was in high school.
	 I ascended the steps, my throat tightened, and I worried about 
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it was not in grade school.  I allowed myself to believe that I was just like 
every other boy, even though I was intrigued by Barbie dolls and playing 
dress up.  My favorite shows had strong, beautiful women as the center of 
the plot, and I admired them.  I wanted to be just like them, not like their 
male counterparts.  I hated sports, and I always played with the girls on the 
playground.  If my brother and I were ever out at recess at the same time, 
I am sure that teachers could notice the striking difference between us.  I 
always felt like the teachers thought I was making the choice to stand out.  
Deep down in my subconscioif2was mnd o>ea ko0 0 e convinced for a long 
time.
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that way.”
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Zombie Sonnet
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Lidded Jar
Chris Graber

Lidded Jar
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THE GODDESS OF DESTRUCTION SINGLE-HANDEDLY 
KILLS A CHICKEN SOMEWHERE IN MEXICO 
Dan Hornsby
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92 Red Dye #2 Ti�any Roney

	 Donald couldn’t decide if he wanted to look at the woman or not. 
She looked like a woman who kept people in line—or stressed herself out 
trying. The big curl at the front of her hair looked forced—like a pond try-
ing to eek out a tidal wave, faking that it was an ocean.
	 A part of him wanted to know her—to know what it was that made 
her feel stressed, to know why she needed that ocean.
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Western Meditation

John Quinn





100 You Gonna Eat �at? Aaron Logan

You Gonna Eat �at?
Aaron Logan









104 We’ll Get �ere When We Get �ere Kaylea Pallister
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headlights. I couldn’t make anything happen. 
	 He woke up. His ýrst instinct was to jerk the wheel back toward 
the road, so he did.
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A touchstone Interview with Philipp Meyer
Conducted by Lindsey Givens and Michael Mlekoday

touchstone 2011
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Tire Swing
J.C. Smith

I once held a Governor safe to the road,
amidst rain sheets so thick
they should have washed away the world
beneath me.









114 Paper Cranes Heather Etelamaki

þat soda were the only things to get us ótil supper, which would probably be 
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	 Dad banged his ýst on the horn. An odd whining from the front of 
the car continued long after the tone of the horn stopped. I jumped, clench-
ing my ýsts. There was a faintest crunching noise and I looked down. The 
gimpy crane sat mangled on my palm. 
	 “Goddammit, Russ, answer me when I’m talking to you!” The 
sound of his voice ýlled up the interior, pressing against the windows with 
no outlet. 
	 Russ, ýnally, turned to look back at him. He reached up and tugged 
out his earbuds. There wasn’t his normal blank look, but a frown on his 
face. It didnôt feel right on his gentle features; it broke his face into shards 
of someone who was not my brother. 
	





119touchstone 2011

touchstone Awards

The touchstone Awards are given each year to the best work by Kansas 
State University undergraduates in each of the four genres. Submission to 
touchstone automatically enters one’s work in the contest. In addition to 
the contributors’ payment of two copies, a $75 prize is given to each of the 
ýrst place award winners, and a $25 prize is given to each of the second 
place award winners for written works. The ýrst place award winner for art 
is featured on our cover. 
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Fiction

First Place:
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Contributors

Andrew Bales continues to live in Wichita, Kansas. This is both natural and 
confounding. He is currently working toward an M.F.A. in ýction at Wichita 



122

Heather Etelamaki is a senior and a double major in English in creative 
writing and art in drawing at Kansas State University. She ýnds that just 
one cup of Earl Grey can conquer any bad day. Her work has also appeared 
in the 2010 edition of touchstone.

Matt Felzke is a second year M.A. student in Truman State University’s 
English graduate program.  As a blogger, he has written for the United 
States Holocaust Memorial Museum and wants to continue telling the sto-
ries of people whose voices aren’t always understood.

D. Gilson
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Dan Hornsby was born and raised in Winnipeg, Canada, before his family 
moved to Indiana when he was ten. Nowadays, Dan plays in the local band, 
The Low End, and works in the English Language Program for K-State. His 
previous works have been published by Leaning House Press. He is a junior 
in creative writing.

Joseph Henry Kester currently attends Kansas State University and is a 
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Zachary Michael Powell
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Andrew West is currently a doctoral candidate in the English Department 
at the University of Kansas at work on his dissertation on the intersection 



126

This issue of touchstone was 
designed by Mariya Vaughan.

The text face used is Times New 
Roman supplemented by Adobe 
Garamond Pro.

Enjoy. 
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